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" It is getting rather late/' said the cuckoo.
" But see, Griselda, they are going to have an
air-dance now/'
" What's that ? " said Griselda.
" Look, and you'll see," he replied.
Flocks and flocks of butterflies were rising a
short way into the air, and there arranging
themselves in bands according to their colours.
" Come up on to the bank," said the cuckoo
to Griselda; "you'll see them better."
Griselda climbed up the bank, and as from
there she could look down on the butterfly show,
she saw it beautifully. The long strings of
butterflies twisted in and out of each other in
the most wonderful way, like ribbons of every
hue plaiting themselves and then in an instant
unplaiting themselves again. Then the king
and queen placed themselves in the centre, and
round and round in moving circles twisted and
untwisted the brilliant bands of butterflies.
"It's like a kaleidoscope," said Griselda;
" and now it's like those twisty-twirly dissolving
views that papa took me to see once. It's just
like them. Oh, how pretty ! Cuckoo, are they
doing it all on purpose to please me ? "
" A good deal," said the cuckoo.   " Stand up